PEKING                       in
hammered upon brass gongs, or drew the weirdest boo-hoos from huge, sobbing pumps shaped like gigantic garden syringes. Largesse, in the shape of cardboard coins of gold and silver, was distributed along the whole route.
And all the time the dust flew in clouds and the sun beat fiercely down upon the heads of the gaping crowds, while the smell of Peking filled the nostrils, that awful smell of combined dirt and opium!
I went to Tokio one summer to stay at the Legation with Sir Claude and Lady Macdonald. There was a funny ending to my trip, for I was under orders from Walter to be back in Peking on a certain date, as we had accepted an invitation from the United States Legation to a dinner to be given in honour of " Fighting Bob Evans," the well-known American admiral, who was in Chinese waters with a squadron.
I decided to sail in a Japanese ship. " You'll miss your dinner," warned Sir Claude, " I bet you five pounds I don't," I answered, laughing. " Done with you," said Sir Claude. " I'll take on the bet."
Next day I departed with my maid. But as ill-luck would have it, a horrid typhoon came up, and the little Japanese captain sought shelter, as is usual in such cases, under the lee of an island. We thus lost twelve precious hours. When we got to Chefoo, I begged him to make up time by cutting short his stay in that port, but he declared that he had merchandize to land and to load which would make this quite impossible.
My bet was lost if I could not find a way of avoiding .this delay. But I intended to win it at all costs. So I told my maid to stick to the ship with my luggage,
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